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1984 


l'm sorry, says Richie as he wipes the last traces of cherry red blood off of Jon's inner thighs. All he ever 
wanted was to take the boy with the smooth as velvet skin, the big blue eyes and the puffy wild hair higher. 
He ended up hurting him instead. 


Jon is lying on his side, sweaty and slick back turned towards Richie, staring blankly with watery eyes out into 
the darkness of a cheap motel room. Cold sweat. 


Richie's hand smoothes back his tangled mop of auburn hair, kissing his temple. He didn't want to hurt Jon, 
didn't want to make the beautiful boy bleed. 


‘tm sorry, he whispers again, wrapping his arm around the smaller man's slim waist and pulling him close, 
nuzzling his head against the tender skin of the younger man's neck. He feels happiness; because Jon let him be 
with him, but also guilt, because he knows Jon didn't really want this. ‘| just wanna love you.’ says the 
guitarist. 


But he does not catch the silent tears falling from Jon's eyes. 


1989 


Jon won't talk to him, won't even look at him, and Richie doesn't blame him. The dark bruises lining his wrists 
and neck lay scattered in speckled patterns, their blackish purple colour standing out against the slightly tan 
skin 


They're fingermarks. Imprints. Richie knows they're his, but he has no memory of the incident. Only a few 
images that vaguely nag at his mind remain and makes it easy for him to put two and two together. He does 


not remember anything clearly, and prays that he never will. 
He tries to catch the younger man one on one, but the frontman won't allow it. He's afraid. Richie's guilty. 


David and Tico know. Richie knows that they know, he just doesn't know how they found it out. He wonders 
whether Jon told them, or if they're just guessing, following the evidences untintentionally strewn along the 


way. He doesn't want to know the answer. 


The deep red bitemark glows firey against the singer's cheekbone, swollen. It looks infected. Richie feels like he's 
infecting Jon's skin the way singer has infected his mind, keeping him from coherent thought. It hurts. Richie 


just wants to love Jon. 


I99%5 


It's taken a great deal of effort to get here, the road's been rocky, but Richie's finally breaking through the 
wall. At the initial reunion of the band, Jon wouldn't willingly stay in the same room as him for any longer 
period of time, always making up excuses to leave in a rush. But Richie's gradually tearing down what little 


resistance Jon's built up. 


The younger man is watching the rain pour down outside, studying the gray skies above with a sombre look. 
Richie knows that he's unhappy, he can tell that the singer is still depressed. He can tell Jon has changed 
forever, that some part of him is lost. He wants to help. 


Hesitantly, the older man walks up behind the younger, determined to comfort. He wraps one arm around Jon 


and pulls him close, wanting to protect and shield his beloved The singer is reluctant at first but soon budges, 


sniffling quietly against the guitarists chest. The salty tears run down a richly tanned collarbone. 

Richie feels broken inside, too, his heart aching for Jon to let him be his refuge. He wishes he could do 
something, say something. He tangles his fingers in Jon's thick hair, resting his nose against the top of Jon's 
head and exhales shakily. 


‘lemme love you: 


2001 


Finally. Richie's finally where he wants to be. Jon's enjoying himself now, and there's no guilt and no pain. Only 


pleasure. 


Jon bleeds, but he's cumming either way. Richie can tell Jon wanted to bleed this time, and feels priviledged 
when the sticky seed hits his belly. The singer's body shudders for a second then goes limp in his arms. 


One of them is in tears, but this time it's Richie. The wetness is leaking over his bottom lashes in a never 


ceasing stream. He's moved by the fact that he's finally pleased Jon, that he finally did something right. Finally. 
The smaller man is smiling weakly, thumbs wiping away every tiny little teardrop. Even though the guitarist 
knows he's alone in this, he feels like he's not caged anymore. He knows Jon won't say it back, but he can't help 


himself. 


‘| love you. he sobs. 


2006 
Richie's drunk. Again. 
Jon's too distant, he's moving away. Again. 


Richie can't stand that, he hates the sting of rejection After all he's gone through and after all these years of 


suffering, this is how the only love he's ever known repays him. 


He makes sure Jon feels a somewhat equal sting when he lets his hand connect with a high, refined cheekbone. 


Even in his drunken state the guitarist knows that burns, and even now he realizes he's hurting Jon. Again. 


He's exasperating, grabbing a harsh hold of Jon's shoulders, shaking him so hard that the singer's head is 
banging and bouncing against the wall. The frontman whimpers, not even fighting it anymore. He's crying. Again. 


Tears pool at the corners of those pained sapphire eyes. He knows Jon pities him, but Richie isn't out for pity. 


‘Fuck it, Jon! Don't fuckin do this! 


He drops his hands to his sides, swallowing hard and feeling pathetic. He hangs his head. Jon backs away 
immediately, afraid again, looking small and fragile as he tries to escape pressed up again the nearest wall. 


Those blue eyes are darting back and forth. 


‘| j-just w-wanna love you.’ Richie slurrs brokenly, suddenly launching forward and wrapping his arms tightly 


around Jon's slim waist. He refuses to let go. He doesn't even notice the way Jon's body is tensing up. 
2013 


Richie's back, he's feeling great. He hasn't made a move on Jon in years, hasn't dared to. He's too afraid of 
hurting him, though the memory of those few short good years still lingers. He doesn't want Jon running from 
him again, now that he's regained at least half the trust the singer once harvested for him. 


He feels like it's time to try anew. He wants to see Jon like that again, wants to see those blue eyes dark and 
dazed with desire. 


That's why he's knocking on Jon's hotel room door after the show. He wants to ask for closure. The singer 
opens up, a small scowl dug into his old and tired features. He's an ethereal being, aged but still fair as the full 
moon against the dark skies on a misty Autumn night. 


‘Hey, Jon." Richie says with a shy smile, and he can tell Jon immediately knows what he's about to say, 
because he shakes his head. 


‘Why?! the brunette asks, disappointment and sorrow washing over him. The silence hangs heavy between 
them, reopening every old wound. The older man feels the burning begin behind his eyes, knowing it's all over 


now. All hope has died, all bridges are burned. 


‘| just wanna love you.. lemme.. please.. can't |..?* pleads the taller man, but he knows it's in vain. Jon shakes his 


head again. 


‘No, whispers the blonde with remorse in his gaze before shutting the door for the last time. 


